Love that alone holdest my spirit's key,
unlocking doors and shooting bolts at will,

with the one hand dost bind and set me free
to die, and dead, to go on living stilh

There is no herb, nor drug, nor mystery
of juice or stone can remedy the ill

I owe to all the wars thou wagest me
unresting, and the mischiefs dost distiL

Bird, as thou art, lend me thy gift of wings
that I may fly from thy dear sight for ever,
and so outsoar her beauty's perilous spark*

For those bright eyes of hers are of the things
being so fair, God only sells the lover
who as the fatal price is for the dark*
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